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REST STOP VII 

At Billy Joe Johnson's Trailer 
and Gautier Cemetery 

On my return from New Orleans on Wednesday, November 15, 1995, I pulled 
into Billy's trailer lot around noon. I had hopes of catching him this time, 
since he had no idea I was coming (in case he was trying to avoid me). There 
was an Afghan throw across one of the two metal chairs, and music was again 
blaring out behind the trailer and inside as well. Sadly the now-familiar 
front door latch was locked from the outside. I was again baffled and disap- 
pointed until the woman next door came to the fence. She said in a British 
accented voice, "The boys have gone on an errand to Ocean Springs. Should be 
back before long." She seemed pleasant, and when I mentioned the accent and 
asked where she was from, she said London and launched into stories of bomb- 
ings, evacuations, and air-raid shelters in the subway — as seen through the 
eyes of a five-year-old. "Oh, it changed my life, it did really. Still ter- 
rified to be in elevators or any closed space. Suppose I always will be, you 
know?" 

Then there came a big surprise. I was jotting a note for her to give to 
Billy Joe when she suddenly said, "You can ring them up now, you know? New 
bloke's moved in with a phone. I think the number's 497-9646 — that's 601 
for the Area. " I wrote it down fast and handed her the note. I'd brought 
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along the folder of questions for Billy, a Xeroxed range of Oswald photos for 
him to identify, as well as the newly acquired Gary Shaw book Cross-Fire with 
all those new photos of Ferrie's young men, etc. Ah, well, next trip. 

But, since I was ahead of schedule, I stopped at the big mall out on the 
highway and did some shopping. That took about an hour, and I decided to make 
another swing back past Billy’s — just in case. It was a good decision be- 
cause a big battered red pickup was parked in the drive. Billy’s lover had 
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his head under the hood, and Billy himself was in the doorway, his right arm 
in a cast. He hurried down to the car, climbed into the front seat and said, 
"Let's get out of here. He's mad and threatening to pull out all the wires 
in my truck. The son-of-a-bitch has done it this time! I’m calling the po- 
lice and get his ass out of here. He's crazy. He's the one's done all the 
damage to the trailer. Can’t control hisself. Let’s go out to the cemetery 
where we can get seme peace and quiet. Son-of-a-bitch! I'm gettin' rid of 
him soon's I got enough money for eviction papers!" 

Billy said he’d broken his arm falling down the front steps of the 
trailer [did he fall or was he pushed?]. All the way out to the small burial 
plot where his mother and infant sister are buried, he raved on about the 
lover and all he'd had to put up with these past two years. On the way, Billy 
pointed out a plot of land the family once owned but had sold off, and sec- 
tions he'd thought about buying. I was reminded of the "prime" property he 
told me he had already invested in. It was only then that it finally jelled 
in my mind that Gautier was Billy’s hometown. When he came back to the area 
after Clay Shaw's death in the early 70’s, he had come home. It explains the 
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references to random visits to New Orleans. He has several brothers and three 
sisters — two in Gautier, and another, who had married rich, in Baton Rouge. 

I was pleased when Billy said he was enjoying the Shakespeare and book of mod- 
em poets, referring to several of the poems he especially liked. So I knew 
he was reading them. 

The little cemetery was shaded and quiet. We drove right in and parked 
next to his mother's grave. Then I had an inspired thought. I'd brought my 
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camera along, so asked if he would like a picture of himself by her grave. He 
readily agreed, and I got three or four shots of Billy Joe Johnson. I hope it 
wasn't too shadowy down there. 

We sat on a wide marble slab, and I showed him the Xeroxed photos of Os- 
wald. He kept pointing and saying, "That's him. Yes, that's him." From 
time to time I'd indicate one I was sure was someone else, but he would say, 
"No, it's him. He was real small with these delicate hands." Only when we 
came to the photo of Oswald in the casket did he say, "That's not him . . . 
yet, the lips . . . well, hard to tell." He also stumbled when he viewed the 
photo of "Oswald" and Marina on a bridge in Minsk and a companion photo of 
"Oswald" with a Cuban friend. At first, he pointed to the shorter, broader- 
faced man on the left (so-identified as Oswald in the caption). Then, we both 
felt the taller, longer faced young man with the slightly bushy hair on the 
right looked more like the chap with Marina across the page [supported by 
other identified photos]. This remains a mystery. 

He was quickly becoming edgy about what was happening to his truck back 
at the trailer, and I knew I was losing him. But I thrust Cover-Up into his 
hands and asked him to just thumb through. Looking at the big shot of Dealey 
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Plaza in the front of the book, he kept talking about "all three shots from 
three ground-level positions — triangulation. " I frankly asked him, M Were 
you there, Billy? M 
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"No," he replied calmly, "Doyle told me all about it once in a 
drunken rage. He was a dangerous hit man. Lived in New Orleans (his 
sister lives there now). Big German. Archie was terrified of him. I'll get 
his full name for you."* ** 

He stopped at another page with a number of photos, identifying Ferrie, 
and saying again, "I hated him. He was crazy." He did not recognize Guy 
Bannister, but points to Dean Andrews, saying, "He's connected up with Fer- 
rie, somehow." Pointing to Perry Russo, he said, "I know him. Met him in 
Lafitte’s Bar. " But he made no connection with him and any of the others. 
Interesting. 

He said he felt relaxed out there. Comes often. Tries to keep his 
mother's grave neat. He points to a plain weathered wooden slab standing ver- 
tically in one of the plots. "That's a marker for an Indian's grave. It was 
all broken. I repaired it and put it up again so it would stay. I appreciate 
History. " 
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Only recently, have the "three tramps" been identified [even though Posner 
traces them to a rescue mission the night before & dismisses them, out of 
hand, as "real" tramps.] One's name is Harold Doyle ( Case Closed , Posner, 
P. 272.) 

**In our first encounter, Billy Joe had mentioned Doyle shooting from the 
"stone wall." I had never come across any mention of shots, even theoreti- 
cally, coming from the stone wall in front of the fence. Recently, I discov- 
ered that Gary Shaw mentions (with blurred photos in Cover-Up ) a figure 
(possibly an Assassin) dashing up the steps behind the lower end of the wall. 
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Just before we left, I asked if he thought Carlos Marcello was involved 
in the Assassination. " Probably, " he replied. 

On the drive back, he said Herman Johnson had visited him recently while 
he was gone and left a note in the door. This was a name he had mentioned 
earlier — a man who had been on the Mobile Police Force and in earlier years 
ran a gay bar in New Orleans at Iberville & Royal called Wanda's for owner 
Gene Davis, which Billy Joe frequented. He said, "Johnson (no relation) 
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knows everything." Then, in a hoarse whisper, "I'm gettin' that bastard out 
of here, then I'm goin' to straighten up my life and get back in tile work. 
Used to do tile work, ya know?" 

"Yes, you told me. Keep in touch." 

Driving back to the highway, I decided to pursue the Herman Johnson sug- 
gestion. At the same time, it occurred to me to try to meet Miss Dixie, (as 
Caroline, a French Quarter neighbor, had recommended some time back). She 
would know "everything," too. 



